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Author's Notes: 
This is my fist contribution to this comm. 


Morrissey crossed his gangly legs, attempting to find a comfortable way to sit. His efforts proved futile and 
he sighed, wondering when he would get to leave and check into a motor inn for the night as fatigue and 
boredom took over. He wasn't partial to talking with anyone backstage except for Johnny, and since they were 
midway through the tour the larger half of everyone got the message simply left him alone unless it was 


necessary. 


Shows left him emotionally and physically drained but this didn't seem to be the case for his fellow band 
mates- out of the corner of his eye he could see Mike faffing about with Grant, hitting him with his 
drumsticks and Andy chatting to one of the roadies, beer in hand. 


He lifted his head, subconsciously looking for- Johnny, of course. There he was- his best friend, his muse- in 
the corner of the hall, nestled up to his girlfriend, bangs concealing his pretty face. He could hear his voice, 


loud and fast followed by his trademark jubilant laugh blended in with a much delicate, softer one, that of 
Angie's. 


Morrissey watched them hesitantly, trying to hide the fact that he was doing so. Johnny swept Angie's hair 


behind her ear and began to kiss her. She wrapped her arms around his neck and Morrissey looked away. 


A hushed rap at the door awoke Morrissey from his shallow sleep. He climbed out groggily and peered through 
the view-hole, hoping it was no one terribly important as he was next to nude, bearing only a pair of pyjama 
shorts. 


Morrissey squinted through the view-hole. "Johnny?" 


"Let me in or I'll freeze my a-arse offl" He knocked at the door more persistently and giggled. Drunk thought 
Morrissey. 


Morrissey opened the door and moved out of Johnny's way and closed the door behind him. He watched the 
younger man flop stomach first onto the bed and toss a package of cigarettes onto the night stand. He stood 
at the foot of the bed and watched Johnny uneasily. 

"Angie is with Mike and Grant. At the off-license. For." He rolled over looking straight up at Morrissey. "Drinks. 
Glug-glug." Johnny smiled to himself then blinked. "I can see up your shorts." He giggled and Morrissey felt an 


unmistakable flush rise up his cheeks and sat next to Johnny on the bed. 


He looked down at his feet, trying to distant himself from the electric charges running through his arm each 
time Johnny brushed his head against it. 


"MozMozzer. You were wonderful tonight. Beautiful. Like always." Johnny kicked the wall rhythmically. 
‘Likewise, Johnny." 

"MozMoz" 

"Mmm?" 

"lim still cold" 

Morrissey shifted on the bed and stood up. "I'll go get my coat-" 


"That's not what | want." Johnny peered up expectantly and doe-eyed. He sat up dozily and pulled the blankets 


out of their corners and draped them around Morrissey, pulling them up to his neck, snickering throughout the 


process. 

"What's so funny?" 

"You look like a sausage. With NHS specs." He said softly, squeezing himself under the covers and leaning into 
the warmth of the other mans body. Morrissey held his breath as Johnny lay down onto the concave of his 
bare chest like he had been there all his life. 


Johnny squirmed and rolled over, leaning on his knees and elbows and hovering over Morrissey. "Your hearts 


beating awful fast Moz." 

"Is that so?" Morrissey swallowed and looked into the guitarists bleary eyes, eyelashes tainted with mascara. 
"Loosen up... Johnny whispered and kissed him, free of hesitation Morrissey's glasses fogged up through his 
excitement and he rested his free hand at the nape of Johnny's neck, fingers grazing glossy black locks. He felt 


the urge to pinch himself. He must be dreaming. It wasn't like he'd never dreamed of such similar 


circumstances before. He tensed up at sweet moans Johnny made between kisses. Kisses that tasted of ale and 
Malboros and sugar. Kisses that felt soft and meek. But the worry in the pit of his stomach set in and he 
pulled away. 

"Moz? W-what's wrong?" 

"Why?Why did you." 

"Oh Well.You seem so lonely sometimes and | just wanted to show you." 

"Johnny.what?" 

"Have you ever been kissed by someone who really liked you?" 

Morrissey looked away to the window, gazing at the parking lot. "Of course not" 

Johnny brushed his lips near Morrissey's ear, where his hair was buzzed and and soft. "Until now." 

A familiar van pulled into view and parked, as familiar people climbed out. "You're pissed drunk, Johnny boy." 


Morrissey hoisted Johnny off the bed and drug him to the door, prepared to awkwardly deliver him back into 


Angie's room and unprepared for the 3 hour ride to Leicester the next morning. 


